ENVELOPED IN MIST ON D41       143
favourable, and for which, there would have been plenty of time.
The mist was accompanied by an icy wind that chilled us to the bone, condensing the moisture into white fringes on our caps and coats and into icicles on the moustaches of the men* There was no knowing when it would lift or what storm influence lay behind it. To remain on that tempest-torn summit without a particle of shelter from the freezing wind, in the hope that it would soon pass over, was a hazardous undertaking, and every minute of such a stay would lessen the chances of a safe descent, should a storm break. A descent in the thick fog down pathless dopes of such character and gradient as those that must be traversed, without any visible landmarks to guide us, was almost as dangerous, but it seemed to us preferable to remaining.
Our effects and instruments were collected, and we started down in two caravans a shod/ distance apart, neither of them visible to the other. We depended entirely on the alight trail made in coming up for guidance, and even this could not be *MH twenty steps ahead. We groped our way slowly down among the nieve penitente-pirmacles rising in